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It was the fashion to go there: people of the Court and
of the city, the best and most distinguished went Scar-
ron was not in a state to leave his house, but the charm
of his genius, of his knowledge, of his imagination, of
that incomparable and ever fresh gaiety which he
showed in the midst of his afflictions, that rare fecundity,
and that humour, tempered by so much good taste that
is still admired in his writings, drew everybody there.

Madame Scarron made at home all sorts of acquain-
tances, which, however, at the death of her husband,
did not keep her from being reduced to the charity of the
parish of Saint-Eustace. She took a chamber for her-
self and for a servant, where she lived in a very pinched
manner. Her personal charms by degrees improved
her condition. Villars, father of the Marechal; Beu-
vron, father of D'Harcourt; the three Villarceaux, and
many others kept her.

This set her afloat again, and, step by step, introduced
her to the Hotel d'Albret, and thence to the Hotel de
Richelieu, and elsewhere; so she passed from one house
to the other. In these houses Madame Scarron was
far from being on the footing of the rest of the com-
pany. She was more like a servant than a guest. She
was completely at the beck and call of her hosts; now
to ask for firewood; now if a meal was nearly ready;
another time if the coach of so-and-so or such a one
had returned; and so on, with a thousand little commis-
sions which the use of bells, introduced a long time af-
ter, differently disposes of.

It was In these houses, principally in the Hotel de
Richelieu, much more still in the Hotel d'Albret, where
the Marechal d'Albret lived in great state, that Madame